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6 A Swinging Tale of How a Young Husband Treated His 

Coquetting Spouse to a Surprise and Got One Himself 

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY. 

JOHN P/Vl.MliR, uncommonly endowed with a j>ensf of duty to protect ARTHUR MIU.INGIIAW* alu wouldn't take a dire to dine and dance 
women—big, powerful, stow to anger, but a caveman when roused. with a pretty young married woman. 

MABEL PALMER, his wife, who had. of all the village maidens, most MR. DURBROW, Mabel's father, whose forte is frankness, and who 
constantly assumed a "come and take me—if yon can" air, and held Joesn't hesitate to advise it to his son-in-law. 

it after marriage. MAI/IE BLAZE, a friend of Mabel's, who took John's part in the quarrel 

HARVEY WOODS, village gossip, ah -e philosophy changes with shift —and Mabel'.- too. 

ing conditions. 


I she cllt <mo Until.' After another, II 

J OHN PALMBII hsd lien brought hail Itccn exactly us If they were oil 

up lo tube the protective nttl- friends who hntln'l seen each other 

tuile toward the women. Most for ycani and now discovered that they 

of us are brought tip to tnk.v liked each other us well nit they had 

line ntUtiidi Hut John I'nlmer hnd formerly, .-mil perhaps* better. John 

i deeper sense than !« common of hu*l asked If Ini wight cull. Or who 

the duty of mrn t** protect and t» 

Rtiu •' 

II* in* cried a girl of whom It w»u* 
often rue I *<>• her very liosl frlcndr, 
too—that certainly needed a gunr 

dlnn. 

Mulf I war u slim per mm with u 
slightly turned-up no*u and an alt 
Mott of the youniser crowd In Spur 
borough hnd tried one lime or another 
lo analyse Hint ulr of Mabcl'n, and 
inert oi tlii’in ended l.y saying, "Well, 
anyway, ale'.-* a born flirt." Malxlii 
Dlnxc, who knr ® Mabel better than 
anylMXly idee, mid that thin air of 
Mnhtd'a meant- "Come ..nd lake me 
ir veil call." 

Of course no girl, not even Mail'd, 
could w-cnr rucli an dll all the lime 
It pot ii" effect partly i - • ititle she used 

It ho utile. She VvnB lapabhl of till 
nicer! noi-t of frli-ndHhtp She could he 
simple and honest and airn-eutilc. la 
deed. It was thul, lie uiif'liti.Uoim Hide 
of her, that tn.id* le i tiurh u flirt. She 
didn't pro-end to U: lntcrr»tod when r. 
young man got to the point of telling 
hoi all about Ids ambitions; rho war 
interoM* *1. Bho wan poSItlv* ly ma¬ 
ternal. Ilut the young men who told 
Mabel their nmbltloilr*. and that In¬ 
cluded nil thu young men alic evei 
knew for mom than three duyn, got n 
kind of shuck The shock rami! when 
Mabel—who had hern all Interest und 
all sympathy und so very much them 
—suddenly became elusive. All she 
dul wan to assume that "Come anti 
luko me—If you can" air of hers. 

Some of them were so surprised that 
they never actually proposed to her 
Some of them were so out raped that 
they never could forgive her, oven 
when they snw her doing It to samc- 
aody else. 

John I’aliner wan a big man. ono of 
those big. powerful men who are slow 
to anger—the kind of man who can 
gel aboard the subway at Brooklyn 
Bridge in tho rush hour without step¬ 
ping on anybody and without getting 
mad. Ue had played guard tor three 
years at Harvard and won a place on 
tho All-American his lost year. Hu 
hail boen In love with Mabel Durbrow 
over since he could remember. But 
only at a distance He had observed 
Malic I from afar anil uulotly decided 
that he would never let himself lie any¬ 
more In love with her than ho wan. 

It wasn't safe. He avoided her con 
■dentlously. 

Bo on* night ho found hlmaolf talk 
to her alone, on the veranda, at 
tho Country Club's spring dunce 11* 
had talked to her for nn hour, wliiv 


had asked him to call, "i they had walk with her through the mellow 
taken it for granted that he would call, summer moonlight. 

However that was. he begun lo see One day. when all Scarborough was 
her inure and more fre*|ucntli — to play waiting bic.ilhlOKSly for tho end. Jclio 
golf with her through lung summer gih.-Umr ip Mabel at thu railway ut*. 
afternoons anil to dune* with nor tlon in his ir und drove her Uonu 
through short summer cvcwm,-s and lo "Mabel," Ii Maid, tut ho set her dim*) 


SHF TRIED TO KICK. BUT JOHN HELD HER TOO TIGHTLY. SHE TRIED TO SCRATCH. BUT JOHN 
PALMER WALKED UP THE STAIRS WITH HER AS IF SHE HAD BEEN A CHILD. 




a 
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•t lier own front gritr, "I liav* nom»- 
thing to say to you." 

"But I'm In »ueh n liurry, John," 
aha mill. Blip »wi poised for flight. 

"I don't mean now.” John aald. "I 
mean thin evening." 

"But I iiellrve I have an engagement 

this evening. Mr. Anderson''- She 

mined her eyebrows expressively. In 

n flash she hud assumed that air of 
hors. In one breathless Instant she 
ceased to be tho friendly, Jolly girl 
John had known and became the per¬ 
son who seemed to say, "Come and 
take me—If you can." 

"So good of you to take mo homo," 
she finished, and l>efnre John could re¬ 
cover himself she had waved her hand 
and started up the wnlk. 

For an instant John wntchod her re¬ 
ceding back. Involuntarily he clenched 
his fists. And then he ran after her. 
Mabel heard him coming. Maliel gave 
one quick look over her shoulder and 
fled. She run fast; hut once started, 
t John I’tilmor ran faster. He caught 
her at the top step. He held her 
tightly In Ills arms. 

"You will, will you?" lie said rough¬ 
ly. and kissed her mouth. 

"I—I." Mabel gasped. She tried to 
free herself. John held her close). 
Malic I looked at him defiantly. 

"You brute!” she said passionately. 

“You're going to marry mo," he said 
through bis teeth. Mabel looked up 
at him. And then her head sank on 
his shoulder and, with a little sigh, 
she relaxed In his arms. 

"You're going to marry me." ho re¬ 
peated. 

"Yes." she whispered, so low tliat 
he scarcely heard her. 

John released her. John raised his 
hat. With more ease than he had 
known himself to possess, he bowed to 
Mabel. 

"Until this evening." he said calmly, 
and walked off. He liad walked right 
past his car, standing at the curb, the 
engine running, wltljout seeing It or 
thinking of It. His sclf-poescssion 
wasn't ns magnillcent os he imagined. 
But ho had won Mabel Durbrow. 

Thoy were married In less than a 
month and went to Hie Canadian 
Bookies for their honeymoon, and 
stayed twice us long ns they had 
planned. When they came hack to 
Soai'bo rough everybody looked at 
them senrehlngly and decided that 
Mabel was quite us much in love with 
John us lie was with her. 

"Of course." said Harvey Woods. 
"It Is well known that a reformed flirt 
makes the most devoted wife." 

Other members of the younger crowd 
were Impressed with this piece of wis¬ 
dom. so much Impressed that they 
repeated it os their own. 

The remark- became popular, was 
overdone, lost Its savor, was forgotten. 
About that time the more observing 
tiegan to raise their eyebrows and ex¬ 
change glances over the conduct of 
Mubel Palmer. 

"Of course." said Harvey Woods, 
"once a flirt, always a flirt—look at 
Mabel I’aimer." 

Everybody looked: everybody saw; 
everybody shook his head wisely and 
repeated what Harvey Woods had 
■ahl: "Of course, once a flirt"— 

II. 

UT If everybody understood what 
had happened. John Palmer 
did not. John Palmer did not 
understand It at all. He didn't 
know Just how lie had won Mabel. Bit*, 
he had won her. Ho know that. She 
hud lieen his—completely. And non 
she wasn't. 

She hadn't done anything that he 
could reasonably complain about— 
nothing to which he could definitely 

object. 

John Palmer sat in Tront of the 
library Are. considering. It was n 
spring night and the Are was smolder¬ 
ing fitfully against the back-log. a low 
fire, hut one that ate steadily Into the 
heart of the wood. John Palmer's 
thoughts were like that. • • • 

lie Imagined himself discussing the 
■natter with Mabel. He never had dis¬ 
cussed It with Mabel. He never would 
discuss It with Mabel. But supposing 
he did? She could hardly deny that 
she had been flirting with Arthur Mill- 
Ingham. But she coulf) certainly as¬ 
sert that It was nothing. And It prob¬ 
ably wns nothing. What could he say 
than? He could say she was attract- 
Mg sMsalioa—that she was exciting 
gsssa* But was she* 


John Palmer went round this circle 
of thinking shout seven times In an 
hour. And then he realised that It 
wasn't Mabel's flirting that he ob¬ 
jected to so much. It teas her attitude 
toward him. Hhe had come to treat 
him as If he were a piece of furni¬ 
ture—a mantel, say. to lean on occa¬ 
sionally. But he couldn't very well 
tell Mabel that. Besides. If she were 
treating him the way she hud treated 
him when they were first married she 
wouldn't be flirting with Arthur MII1- 
Inghara. Bo It was her flirting that 
ho objected to— In a manner of 
speaking. 

John Palmer had gone round this 
circle about four times when he heard 
the doorbell ring somewhere In the 
depths of the house, no sat up sud¬ 
denly. saw that It was after 10 o'clock 
and answered Ihe bell himself. 

It wns Mabel's father. John was 
considerably surprised to receive n gall 
from Mr. Durbrow at this hour, but 
he did not betray his surprise. He led 
tho wny back to tho library nnd got 
out somo cigars of the kind Mr. 
Durbrow liked and stirred up tho Are. 
Thcrs Is nothing like a wood fire to 
cover an embarrassing moment—un¬ 
less It Is the ritual of lighting a really 
excellent cigar. • • • 

"Whersfls Mabel?" asked Mr. Duf- 
brow. 

The question was a natural one for 


a father to ask of a son-in-law. Or 
It should have been. But John Palmer 
turned tho back-log over for the sec¬ 
ond time, and Mr. Durbrow examined 
the wrapper of his cigar, which he had 
already scrutinized elaborately. 

"I'm sorry she Isn't at home," John 
said. "I know she'd be glad to see 
you." 

"H-m-m-m,” said Mr. Durbrow. 

"I believe she's dining at the Coun¬ 
try Club." John continued. 

Mr. Durbrow frowned. Mr. Dur¬ 
brow bit deeply Into his cigar. 

"Don't you know where she Is. 
John?" 

John winced, winced visibly. All. 
Durbrow would have withdrawn that 
question if he could. Ho hadn't In¬ 
tended to ask a question so l>ald, Bui 
he had asked It. If he apologized for 
asking It. ho would only make It worse 
That Is often the trouble when one 
has said the wrong thing. 

"Nr* absolutely," John said 


Mr. Durbrow knew that John 
Palmer was a singularly truthful man. 
He saw clearly^ that John hadn't the 
least Idea where Mabel was at that 
momenti He couldn't say where she 
was, and he wouldn't lie about It, and 
so he said Just that—"Not absolutely.” 

"John," said Mr. Durbrow firmly. 
He Intended to carry this thing through 
now that he had started It. "John," 
Mr. Durbrow repeated more firmly, "I 
must beg your pardon. You know— 
well, to be brutally frank"— Mr. 
Durbrow hesitated. "To be frank,'' 
he resumed, "to be quite brutally 
frank—why, John, we're old friends, 
aren't we?" 

John Palmer nodded and. scixlng the 
tongs, he turned the back-log half 
round. He did not speak. He just 
turned the back-log a bit 

Mr. Durbrow saw that John was 
embarrassed. John Palmer wns a 
singularly honorable man. But he 
wns not a man to whom frankness 
come easily—os It came to Mr. Dur¬ 
brow. And slowly, minutely examin¬ 
ing his cigar, Mr. Durbrow saw that 
he would* have to encourage John, to 
show John how to be frank. Mr. 
Durbrow saw that John hod an Im¬ 
mense need to be frank. A double 
need. He needed to be frank with 
himself, instead of continuing to hide 
the hurt he had already hid too long. 
Ho needed to bo frank with Mabel. It 


was up to Mr. Durlirow to lend the 

way. 

"I'm fond of Mabel.” Mr. Durbrow 
said. "And I—I'm fond of you. John 
I want to help you—only I don't know 
just what to say." 

"I know." said John Palmer. 

"I hope. John." sold Mr. Durbrow, 
"that you don't mind my discussing 
everything awfully frankly—this way." 

"No," said John. He shifted tlie 
back-log a quarter turn. "Not at all." 

"I wo* sure you wouldn't." said Mr. 
Durbrow 

John Palmer rose and paced hack 
and forth across the room 

Mr. Durbrow rose and paced back 
and forth the other way. 

"John." said Mr. Durbrow 

"Yes." said John. 

"Things—you know things can't -o 
on this way, can they?" 

John shook his head 

Mr Durbrow sat dowu Mr. Dur¬ 
brow knitted hi* brow* In thourht 


Somehow, In spite of his frankness, 
they seemed to be talking around tlis 
point rather than to It. But how the 
devil could they do anything else? 

"You know, John," said Mr. Dur¬ 
brow desperately, "I feel that Mabel 
Is—well—almost Indiscreet.” 

John Palmer sat down In his chair 
close to the fire and reached for the 
tongs. 

"I should liardly go ns far as tluvt," 
he aald. 

"I should." Mr. Durbrow insisted. 

T HERE was a long silence, while 
John poked tho fire and Mr. 
Durbrow puffed Ids cigar. 

"The fact la, John," Mr. 
Durbrow continued. "The fact Is. I 
believe I’d speak to her about It—If I 
were you." 

"What would you say?" 

"I'd be quite frank," said Mr. Dur¬ 
brow. "I’d speak to her Just os frank¬ 
ly as we've been speaking to-night." 
"H-m-m-m!" said John. 

"I would." said Mr. Durbrow. "I’d 
bo very gentle, of course—soil of 
light, you know." 

"Hoy light?" John asked. 

"Why," said Mr. Durbrow testily, 
"I'd say: 'Hook here, my dear, aren't 
you flirting a bit?' Just like that— 
lightly but frank." 

John shook his head. 

"I would," Mr. Durbrow said. "I 
certainly would." 

"You see, Mr. Durbrow." John said 
slowly, "I'm no Turk. A woman lias 
os much right to her own way after 
marriage os before. Perhaps more. If 
Mabel likes to flirt a bit—why tint's 
Mabel's affair. I can't forbid her to 
flirt. And what good would It do me 
If I did?" 

"H-m-m!" said Mr. Durbrow. 
Involuntarily, John Palmer elonened 
his fists. 

"I happen to be stronger than Ma¬ 
bel." lie said. "But I can't use my 
physical strength!" 

"Of course not," Mr. Durbrow said 
hastily. "That would I* fatal. r*he 
would hate you. Besides no man can 
do that. It isn't done. But you could 
suggest a preference to her.” 

John smiled at Mr. Durbrow. 

"You mean—suggest a prcfeicnee 
lor her society?" 

"Well. John, aftor all—you're her 
husband." 

"Yea. That's just why I can't say: 
'Mabel. I'd like to0iuve dinner with 
you myself occasionally.' You we 
that was the Implication when I mar¬ 
ried her. And If she doesn't choose to 
dine with me it's Just her way of 
saying that she'd rather dine else¬ 
where." 

Mr. Durbrow frowned more deeply 
than ever. 

“John." ho asked, "why couldn't 
you have u talk with Mabel—just such 
a frank talk us we're been having— 
without any reserves on either s de?” 

John Palmer rose and paced tiatk 
and forth across tho room. Mr. Dur¬ 
brow saw that he was seriously con¬ 
sidering this plan. But tie sa.v also 
how difficult It was for a sensitive boy 
like John to face the prospect of 
absolute frankness, such franknem as 
he, Mr. Durbrow. had grown ii=ed to 
through long practice of it. 

He rose and pul his hand on John 
Palmer's shoulder. 

"My boy." ho said. "You don't 
know women You don't understand 
women. I do. Women me difficult to 
manage But they can't beat frank¬ 
ness. They like to be elusive anil 
evasive. That's their game. But they 
can't play It lf,you're frank. Try being 
frank with Mabel." 

“I will try It,"' said John Palmei. 
"I'll talk to Mabel to-niglit," 

Mr. Durbrow held out Ills hand, 
"aood!" he said. 

They shook hands 
“I know Mabel." Mr. Durbrow said. 
"After all, she's my daughter." 

“Of course," aald John Palmer. 
"You can lie gentle with her—you 
must tie gentle. But lit the same time 
you can I* Trank." 

"Of course." sold John Palmer 
"Just a little frankness," said Mr. 
Durbrow. 

They shook hands a train at the door. 
III. 

OHM I'AI.MER not lor a long 
hour lifter Mr. Durbrow hud 
gone, sot In front of his lira 
until long after midnight He 
ss* live re thinking bow lovely Mnliel 




“YOU WILL, WILL YOU?" HE 8AIO ROUGHLY. AND" KISSED HER 

MOUTH. 
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• 

tuts—when she wanted lo I*. He w t 
there until Mattel came home 

Bho came and eat on the arm of his 
choir iind rumpled his linlr. 

Ho looked up at her. Hhe smiled. 
He smile<l back. He couldn't help 
■rolling at Mabel when she smiled nl 
IMm. Ho loved her. 

'■Where have you been?" he naked, 
and took her hand In tils. 

Tliat was what her father had 
recommended— frankness, with K' ntlo- 
neae. He wonted to know where she 
had been. He wanted to know all 
about It. Therefore lie would ask her. 
at the same time taking her hand to 
show that he was asking In a friendly 
spirit. 

Mabel raised her eyebrows expres¬ 
sively. % 

"What n question!" she said. 

She sold It lightly: she said It ns if 
It didn't mean anything ut all. Uut It 
was an obvious evasion. John saw 
that. Thnt w:is like a woman. Thu' 
was like Mabel, nut he kept on. 

“What a perfectly simple question." 
he said evenly. He was not angry 
He spoke gently. Hut his words had 
a sort of edge to them In spite of him 
His tone was the tone that cxiwets on 
answer. 

Muhel slipped off the arm o! Ilia 
chair und sat down In the chair oppo¬ 
site him. Mabel stretched her feet 
out In front of her and leaned her 
head hack luxuriously. 

It was as If she were saying: "l am 
a little bored, but If l must lie bored I 
may as well be comfortable." 

“You sound." she said, "so like u 
perfectly old-fashioned husband. Don't 
you really think you sound husbandly. 
John?" 

Something stirred In John Falmci: 
some memory—like the memory of tlu- 
day he had pursued Mabel to the very 
door of her father's house and raughl 
her In his arms and held her against 
her will. 

"Would you mind utu-tverlng my 
question ."' he asked 

Mabel was startled In lir.ir John 
spe..k In that tone Mabel was startled 
by his tone Cor the second tunc in her 
life. Only onco before had John 
seemed Implucable. There was In her 
this persistent memory of a John who 
would not be denied; and the memory 
was akin to rear. The memory gu.e 
her u curious thrill And because she 
was I>eginning to !*• nrraid. Mabel 
yawned. She yawned ostentatious'y. 
She yawned like a Insy and luxurious 
kitten. 

John Palmer rose to his bet. -«nd 
when he stood up he lowered over 
Mabel. John Palmer spoke, and when 
he spoke he should have realized that 
he wus not being Just frank. He 
should have realized that he was get¬ 
ting mad. 

•'Would you uiind answering my 
question?" he repeated. 

"Of course not,” said Mattel. Iler 
small teeth came together with n click. 
"I have been dining at the Country 
Club with Arthur Mllllngham." 

John looked at the eloek "Until 
after 1 o'clock"" he asked. 

Mabel yawned again, yawned more 
osuntatlousty than before and sank 
a little deeper Into her chair. 

"Wo danced, of course," she said. 

Oll.N PALMER slowly returned 
to Ids chair und sal down. 
"Don't do it again!" he said. 
Mattel sal bolt upright. 

"What do you mean'.'" she asked, 
und her tone was the tone of battle. 

"Precisely what I said." 

Mabel stared at him with haid. de- 
liant eyes. 

John Palmer stared back at her, 
his teeth shut. 

"Do you really Imagine." Mabel 
asked, "do you really imagine thnt you 
can give me ordure?” 

John Pulmer had a sudden violent 
impulse to slap her. The impulse was 
so strong that he clenched his hands 
It was so strong that for a moment be 
could not speak. 

"You talk like a Turk." Mabel coo- 
tinued. "Yon talk as if you owned 
me." 

"Why shouldn't I?" be uprated 
"Aren't you my wife?" 

His tone was quite calm: it wus so 
calm It should have have warned him: 
It was so calm that It should have 
warned Mabel. But they were liotl 
past warning. 

"Why shouldn't 1?" he repeated 
And this lime Ids tone was not calm 


Mabel was frightened. She had go* 
In deeper than she had intended Bid 
she was not going to admit It. She 
was not going lo give an Inch. 

"There's just one reason. John." she 
said. "If you do, I shall go home " 

"No." said John Palmer. He rose 
to Ids fret. "No. You will not go 
homo." 

Mabel slipped out of her chair. Iri 
s flash she assumed that old air ol 
here. In one breathless Instant she 
had ceased to be an angry wife und 
liecome the challenging girl—the girl 
who seemed to say, "Come and take 
me—If you can." . 

"So good of you lo tell whsl's what." 
she said blithely. "But Pm on my 
way." 

She started toward the door. John 
stood watching her. She could not 
fort-ear to tukc one look over he, 
shoulder. "Ooodby " she said, und 
started nut of the door. 

John started for her. She ran. John 


caught her. John held her tightly ir 
his arms. 

"You will, wall you?" he said 
roughly. 

Mabel struggled lo free herselt. 

"I'm going home." she said pa* 
slonutely. 

"You're going to bed." said .!•>>.n 
Palmer fiercely. 

For perhaps a second Mabel lay re¬ 
laxed in his arms, and then she tuuglit 
like a mad thing John's arms light 
ened jirouml her slim body. 

She tried to kick. But John h“IJ 
her too tightly. She tried to scratch. 
But John Palmer walked up the stubs 
with her as If she had been a ch"d 
As he reached the door of her room 
she made one last effort. John I’almer 
merely held Her tighter, his fingers 
pressing Into her soft flesh like Iron 
bands. Mabel turned like a cat and 
bit the thick part ot his hand until the 
blood run. 

• • • — 

John Palmer was a Mg. powerful 
man. slow to anger. He had been 
brought up to take the protective atti- 


ludr toward women. Hm In was not 
nn angel. 

Ten minutes Inter, while Mai "I 
sobbed with fury. John gently bu'. 
Irreaisllbly put her to hrd nnd tucked 
her In. 

The next morning John reac at * 
o'clock, ns he always did. He looked 
at himself In the mirror. He did not 
look changed. Ami yet he must have 
changed. The John Palmer he was 
accustomed to see in the mirror coud 
not have done what he lind done. 

While he was lathing and shaving 
and dressing. John caught glimpses of 
himself In the mirror. The mirror kepi 
reminding him what an Immense lusty 
he had, what powerful shoulders, wdiui 
a think neck. What a lu-uto he was’ 
What a monster! Had he always been 
like this man he saw lu the mirror— 
this ape, this gorilla? 

He could never hnve Mabel again 
He had lost his right tn her—forever. 
It was all over¬ 
lie could not think. II. did not dare 


to think. He 'could only pi«“a the 
memory of thnf horrible ten minutes 
out of his mind, that ten minutes Hut 
hud stripped him of all his training, 
and revealed him os lie was—an ani¬ 
mal. a cruel, violent, vengeful animal, 
will,out pity, without chivalry, with¬ 
out ib ceney. 

John Palnu.r sneaked oul of libs 
bouse on tiptoe, lest some one should 
see him. He could not bear to fare 
the parlor maid. He could only run 
away and hide. 

He would walk He Would walk 
miles across country. Ho would gel 
m train somewhere and go away, for¬ 
ever 

IV. 

ABEL awoke at 9 o'clock. She 
awoke refreshed. She awoke 
with some mysterious and 
secret sense of happiness. 
For the moment she only knew that 
she was happy. And then she remem¬ 
bered 

Mabel lay very still while she re- 


* 1 

mom!*-red. For a few seconds sl.e de¬ 
tailed whether It hud rcnllv happened. 

It couldn't have happened. It must 
have been a dream On her shoulder 
were four broad streaks of purple anil 
green, the bruises left where John 
Palmer's lingers had pressed Into her 
flesh. 

Mabel stroked her bruised shoulder 
tenderly. The bruises hurt, hut she 
continued to stroke them as If then* 
were some oliscurc pleasure In the 
pain. She got up nnd looked at thorn 
In the mirror. They were shocking 
bruises. 

Whal a brute John was! Hhe would 
punish him for being such a brut.?. 
She could punish him because he loved 
her. He couldn't have done whnt ha 
had done If he hadn't loved her 
Maliel wondered If by any chanca 
John was still In his room. It was 
early, very early for her. Ho might 
lie. Hhe would like to show him what 
he hail done lo her Hhe slipped softly 
over to John's door nnd tried the knob 
gently, and slowly opened the door so 
Oral she could peek Into John's room. 
He was gone. But his bed had lioen 
slept in. 

Mabel crept into John's ronm. slipped 
Into John's lied. It was still warm 
with the warmth of his body. Mabel 
snuggled Into Ills bed and went lo 
sleep. 

OWARD noon Mabel put on her 
hut und walked over to Mulzte 
Blaze's house. It would not 
do to tell Malxle Blaze too 
much. But she had to tell Mnzls 
Blaze something. Hhe had lo talk. 
And she couldn't.wait until John earns 
home. Hut she took care to tell I ho 
parlor mnld where she was going, so 
that John would know where to find 
her If he should come home before sho 
did. 

"Whut's happened?" Malxle Blaze 
asked. 

"What makes yo'u think anything 
has happened. Malxle?" 

“I can see It In your face." 

"John nnd I buvo quarrelled," Mntel 
said simply. 

Malxle waited. 

"He—he objected to my friendship 
with Arthur Mllllngham.” 

"I should Jolly well think ho might." 
Malxie retorted. 

Maliel considered. 

"I don't care anything about Arthur 
—not u bit." she said. 

"Tlml makes II nil the worse." 
Malxie Blase said "John Palmer la 
about the finest man I know. You'ie 
I real wl him shamefully. You've Isien 
a liltle foul." 

Maliel sighed "I know." she said. 
“I made an nwful mistake." 

"IPs lime you realized It." Malxle 
Blaze said. "I hope you'll tell John 
so." 

"He's terribly angry," Mabel said. 
"It's rime lie was angry. I've hoped 
and prayed that lie would get angry. 

I wish he'd spanked you." 

Mabel's eyes filled with fears. 
“T-t-t-that's J-J-J-urd w-w-whot 
Ii-h-he d-d-dld." she sobbed. 

"What?" cried Malxle Blaze. 

“He s-s-spanked mo." 

Mnlzle looked at Mabel. 

"I don't believe It." 

Maliel drew lack her blouse and ex. 
posed the blue und purple streaks on 
her shoulder. 

Malxle Blaze jumped to her feet. 
"Why." she cried, "Hint's the most 
terrible thing I ever heard of. The 
brute!" 

It was ut that moment that John 
Palmer arrived. 

Mabel (dipped Into the next room. 

"Is my wife here?" John Palmer 
asked. 

"Yes." said Malxle Blaxe. “But 
you're not going i” see her." 

They stood facing each other. John's 
eyes were dull with pain. Music's 
eyes were bright with ringer. 

"You insufferable beast!" said Malzls 
Blaze. "You you monster!" 

John Palnu-r looked at her miser- 
phly. It »ns true. Be was a monster. 

"You will never see Mabel again.” 
said Malxie Blaze “Never!” 

Maliel dime Into the room. Maliel 
walked straight up lo John Pulmer arid 
put both tu rns around his neck. 

"John," she said, "please lake ms 
home." 

John's arms lightened around her. 
John kissed her John held her very 
gently. 

Maliel turned and looked over her 
shoulder ut Malxie Blaze. 

"Do you think you can separate us?" 
she asked 

Malxie Bios watched them go out 
together. Malxle went to the window 
und watched them walk down ttie 
street close together. Malxle shook 
her head slowly 

Mr. Dirrhrow. Hieing what was plain 
for any one lo see. spoke casually to 
John Palmer one evening at the Coun¬ 
try Club during ono of those biief 
Intervals when he could bo seen apart 
from Mali! 

"Everything all right between you 
and Mabel?" he asked genially. 

"Very much ull right." John said. 

"I knew U would be If you'd Just 
take my udvlrn." Mr. liurbrow said. 
"Just a little r rank ness was all that 
was needed." 

John nodded gravely. 

"Vos. lit said, "just a little Bunk- 
neas " 
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WHY." SAID MR DURBROW TELTILY. "I'D SAY: 'LOOK HERE. MY 
DEAR. AREN'T YOU FLIRTING A BIT?’" 








